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blood, some thin and spectral fluid circulated in
their veins. They might gird themselves for
battle, make love, eat and drink, and acquit
themselves manfully in all the external parts of
life; but of the life that is within, and those
processes by which we render ourselves an intelli-
gent account of what we feel and do, and so
represent experience that we for the first time
make it ours, they had only a loose and troubled
possession. They beheld or took part in great
events, but there was no answerable commo-
tion in their reflective being; and they passed
throughout turbulent epochs in a sort of ghostly
quiet and abstraction. Feeling seems to have
been strangely disproportioned to the occasion,
and words were laughably trivial and scanty to
set forth the feeling even such as it was. Juvenal
des Ursins chronicles calamity after calamity, with
but one comment for them all : that " it was great
pity." Perhaps, after too much of our florid
literature, we find an adventitious charm in what
is so different; and while the big drums are beaten
every day by perspiring editors over the loss of a
cock-boat or the rejection of a clause, and nothing
is heard that is not proclaimed with sound of
trumpet, it is not wonderful if we retire with
pleasure into old books, and listen to authors who
speak small and clear, as if in a private conver-